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The Planet of the Headhunters
Abstract
"They're right on our tail, Cruez!" Cruez Galt checked the variable force finder and saw two enemy fighter
ships blipping across the screen.
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MYIHOPOEIC YOlITH
Adam Morris was 10 years old when he wrote the following story; we remind you that comments should consider
his age.

THE PLANET OF THE HEADHUNTERS
by Adam Morris
'They're right on our tail, Cruez!"
Cruez Galt checked the variable force finder and
saw two enemy fighter ships blipping across the screen.
They were coming on the Secto-Fighter fast. Turning to
his second-in-command, he yelled, "Blast 'em, Sealey!
Rear lasers on!"
B-A-M! ! ! ! ! !
Cruez watched as the two ships disintegrated into
cosmic dust. 'We got 'em!"
"And finally got my revenge," Sealey said sadly. "It
won't bring back my family, but not there'll be a few
less Mergatrons in the galaxy to kill innocentSnazoids."
'That's the good news. The bad news is they knocked out one of our fuel tanks."
"Man, I'm beat," said Sealey, who always thought of
his stomach before anything else. "I really worked up a
thirst blowin' away those Mergatrons. Give me another
Mountain Dew."
Cruez checked the galactic coolerator. "Sorry, old
buddy, but there's no more left. I drank the last one."
"You what?" The Snazoid's red eyes glowed with
anger. He was partial to the lime green soda that was
the same color as his scaley skin.
"I said I drank the last one!"
'Then we'll just have to buy more," said Sealey.
"But the nearest 7-11 is three light years away!"
protested Cruez. 'We don't have enough fuel. We'll
never make it."
"But I gotta have my Mountain Dew," Sealey said.
You know what happens to me when I don't get my
Mountain Dew."
Cruez knew all right. And it wasn't a pleasant sight.
"Okay, we'll try to make it. We can fuel up at the
self-service pumps."
Two light years from their destination, the SectoFighter ran out of fuel. Cruez knew he had to make an
emergency landing on the first land mass that came by.
As usual, when the going gets tough, Snazoids start
whining. 'We're gonna crash on an alien planet that
probably doesn't have Mountain Dew! Wa-a-a-a-a-a-aa-!"
"Shut up, you big overgrown lizard. I hate
crybabies."
Cruez concentrated on the landing and the ship hit
hard. Fortunately, there was no damage to the super-

structure, but it would take a lot of fuel to get them off
the ground again.
They stumbled out of the ship and had a good look
at their surroundings. 'Where are we?" asked Sealey.
'1 don't know." Cruez didn't think the land mass
was on any of his starmaps.
There was no plant life and no water. The landscape
was made of giant craters filled with a murky black
liquid. There wasn't a 7- 11 in sight.
''Look, there's some humans over there." But they
were too far away for Cruez to see what they looked
like.
Cruez and Sealey walked up to them and asked the
strangers where they were. They were a primitive form
of humans. Their faces were painted white like a skull
and they wore bones in their noses. They were dressed
only in animal skins and carried big spears.
"Ooga booga booga," the strangers chanted. They
started threatening Cruez and Sealey with their spears.
'1 think they're headhunters, Sealey."
'1 think you're right! W-a-a-a-a-a-a!"
Before the boys knew what was happening, they
were pushed and shoved back to the headhunters'
village. They were placed in a big clay cooking pot
filled with the black liquid they'd seen earlier. The
headhunters built a roaring fire under the pot and the
liquid started getting warmer and warmer.
Sealey slipped and went under the liquid. When he
stood up, his body had bloated and he was twice his
size. His eye popped out and his teeth had turned to
fangs. Just as Cruez had feared, Mountain Dew
withdrawal had already set in and poor Sealey had it
bad.
The Snazoid pounded his chest and let out a roar
that frightened the headhunters so badly that they
threw their spears on the ground and ran away.
''Mton dea, mton dea," was all Sealey could say.
Cruez knew it was Snazoidzian for Mountain Dew. His
partner needed some soda or he wouldn't have long to
live.
Cruez smelled the liquid in the pot. "You know
what this is?"
''Mton dea, mton dea?"
'No. It's rocket fuel. I'll get you to the 7-11 in no
time."
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